J6- TheHiftorisof 

He made a blufhing citall of himfelfc. 

And chid his trewant youth with filch a grace. 

As ifhc raallred there a doule fpirit 
Of teaching, and ot learning infhntly : 

There did he paufe, but let me tell the world, 

If he out-liue the enute of this day, • 

England did neuer owe fo l'weete a hope. 

So much mifconflied in his wantonnelTe. 

Hot, Coofeu, 1 thinke thou art enamored i 

On his follies : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty : 

• But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will im brace him with a Souldiers arme, 

That he (hall Ibrinkevndcrmy cotmcfip 

Arme, arme with fpeedejand fcllowes ^ouldiersf,ricnds, 

Better coniider what you haue to doe, 

That I that haue not weil the gift of tongue. 

Can liftyour bloud vp with perfwalion. Enter a Meffcugtr, 

Meff. My Lord, here arc Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is Ihort, 

T o fpend that fhortnelfe bafely,were too long : 
if life did ride vpon aDialspoynt, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an bower. 

And if he liue, we liue to tread on Kings, 

If die, braue death, when Princes die with vs, 

Now for our Conferences, the armes is faire, 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter another. 

M eff. My Lord, prepare, the Hingcomes on a pace. 

Hot . 1 thankehim,thathecutsmeffommytale.- 
For I profclfe not talking, onely this, 

Let each man doe his bell ; and heare draw Ia'Sword, 

Whole temper 1 intend to llaine 

With thebefl blocdthat|Icanmeetwithall, 

In the a Juenturc ofthis perillous day.' 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftie inflruments ofwarre, 

And by thatmulicke, let vs all unbrace, 

For 



Benry the Fourth. 

porheauen to earth, fomeof vs neuer (hall 

^fecond time doefuch a curtefie. 

fj ee re they embrace, the Trumpets found, the King enters with hie 
power alar me to the Eattell : then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blunt. 

Blunt, What is thy name that in Battel thus thou croflfeft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head i 
Bow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaufefome tell me, that tjiou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee-true. 

Bow. The Lord of Stafford dearc to day hath bought 
Thylikeneife, for in Head of thee, King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him, fo (hall it thee, 

Vnleirethou yeeld thee as a prifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne to yeeld, thou proud Scot, 

And thou (halt find a King that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas kils Blunt, then enters Hotjfur. 

Htt.O Dowglas, thou fought at Hohnedon thus, 

1 neuer had rriumpht ouer a Scot. 

T>ow. A Is done, als won, heere breathleflfe lies the King, 

Hot. Where? Dow, Heere. 

Hot . This Dowglas? No, I know this facefull well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt j 
Semblably furmfhtlike the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou botighttoodeare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Bow. Now by my Sword, 1 will kill all his Coates, 

“murdcrallhis Wardropc piece by piece, 

ntill 1 meet the Ki ng. Hot. Vp and away, 

UurSouldiers ftand fullfairely for the day, 

_ . tAlarms, enter F alfialffe folus . 

flin.i ^ hough I could fcape fhot-free ar London, T feare the 
vnn^o^’ , re s 1,0 fcoring butvpon the pate. Soft, who are 
tr Walter Blmt, there’s honour for you,heere$ no vacitie, 
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